A THUNDERSTORM

before us was the result of the unusually heavy rains I had
experienced in the eastern marches last year.

How well I remembered members of my party pointing
out to my unaccustomed eyes the. evidences of some shower,
here the pitted surface of sandy elephant masks1 about some
tree-roots, there the swept path of some tiny freshet! How
joyously they talked of rain! That night low heavy clouds
raced northwards and forked lightning lit up the black
heavens, while we and our beasts sought refuge from a
howling sand-blast behind the solid hummocks that grew
about the selem bushes. But no one was unhappy. Rain was
about and rain to the Badu is as gold to the prospector; the
morning was welcomed with rousing chanties on the march.
The low, rumbling thunder was like music to our ears* A
drenching would have been glorious. As we went on the
sky grew dark, the lightning nearer, and the thunder-claps
more violent; our camels shared the excitement, sniffing
with their monstrous noses in the air, to the delight of their
masters. We split up into three parties and spread fan-wise
to scout the plain for rain-pools, rather against my judg-
ment, for I felt they would be insufficient, and I would have
preferred to press on towards the certainty of our next
water-hole. Some twenty minutes later a rifle shot rang out.
Ordinarily it would have been interpreted as an alarm or as
a promise of gazelle flesh for dinner. 'Water!* exclaimed
Nukhaiyir excitedly. 'The Arabs' (Badawin in conversation
always thus refer to themselves in the third person) chave
found water.3

'True/ said another jubilantly; we wheeled about and
proceeded in that direction. For some time I had felt my

1 The configuration of the accretions of sand curiously resembles the
front of an elephant's head.
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